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I 

“«.and you know what’s funny is is that I’m 
still a virgin. I know, like, I don’t know. I always just 
had, like, the option so I always just did anal, like 
went straight to the good stuff, I mean, you know? 
Plus I like the sound it makes. But it was insane 
they’d just ask if I wanted to fuck them in the pussy 
or the ass! and I’d have to like, take a minute like 
‘uhhhh I guess the ass’ every time because I just still 
could not believe what was happening. Even by like, 
like the fifteenth time - and there was this one girl I’d 
always go back to if she was working like, after a few 
times she’d always come up to me first even if she 
was dancing for someone else she’d be like ‘There’s 
my boy!’ and come just like, talk to me for a while 
and then ask if I wanted to fuck tonight. Cra-zy.’ 

When he stops to catch his breath, it’s in the 
way a comedian might break for laughter after a good 
bit: long, over-deep inhalations and leaning his head 
over to one side as if to hear any response from the 
audience. 

‘But man, you know what I’m still fuckin’ 
so upset over? God damn, get this, right? So like, 
after the Philippines we’re sort of working a way off 
the coast of Malaysia and Captain’s like talking about 
shore leave. And Thailand’s like right fucking there, 


‘Verbatim, or as near-to as achievable, commentary from Paul 
Matthews, viewable in BERL-304.b12. The author would like to 
apologize for the vulgarity of some of Mr. Matthews statements. 


man, and you know what’s in Thailand. I mean, come 
on. Fuckin ladyboys everywhere. So I’m getting all 
excited like, I’ve always wanted to bang a dickgirl 
like, bad. But Captain gives everyone the choice 
between there, Malaysia or Myanmar or whatever, 
one of those other fuckin, what’s it called? I don’t 
know, some other Asian jungle place, or China. And 
the guys like all picked China, like Unnaminously or 
whatever.’ 

‘Paul- 

‘Which is fuckin’ bullshit, because China 
was like way fucking further away, like we could 
have been eating good in Thailand that same fucking 
night, but no those assholes wanted to see like 
mountains or whatever in China, I don’t know. I 
didn’t really leave the resort that much. They put us 
up in a resort-like thing in like, Pyongyang or 
something but there weren’t any prostitutes. China’s 
like, hard about that, I guess. And everyone kept like, 
shitting on me for not being excited about being in 
China or wanting to be in China and I was just like, 
man I’m never gonna get to fuck a futa.’ 

‘Paul.’ 

‘So yeah, I guess I’m glad to be back. 
Thanks again for keeping my old position open for 
me, Cam.’ 

‘Listen, that’s what I wanted to talk to you 


about. And you can’t call me Cam when we’re inside, 


you have to call me Doctor Poe now, especially if 
we’re around the higher-ups.’ The doctor’s tone was 
patient, well practiced. One of his arms locked in mid 
extension, the ID card between his well manicured 
fingers held just a few inches short of the scanner. 

“What’d’you mean?’ There was the briefest 
twinge in his signature relaxed grin. 

“We, well I didn’t even get promoted until at 
least six months after you left, I hardly had any 
control over things. Just, we’re going to go talk to 
Koestler about it, shell be able to explain the job to 
you better.’ 

‘Wait, I thought you were my boss or 
something now. Why can’t you just explain it to me? 
Awh, dude, don’t tell me we aren’t even in the same 
division anymore. How the hell am I gonna stomach 
all these eggheads by myself, I mean come on.’ 

‘Just, man. Listen. I think someone from 
PA might be there too, to make sure things go 
smoothly. You know how those guys are.’ 

“Why the fuck is Primary here?’ 

Dr. Poe’s arm, along with the ID card, had 
long since dropped to his side by that point, and then 
come up again so that he could cradle the bridge of 
his nose between the pad of his thumb and the second 
joint of his index finger, as he often did. Even so, the 
door slid cleanly open on its hydraulics with a triplet 


beep and a hiss designed to cause minor migraines. 


Beyond, the main security checkpoint, first of many, 
and the security officer sat there at the desk with a 
coy smile and a ‘come in’ wave of the hand. 

‘Follow me, we’re going over to Testing 
Bay 2-2, Okay? No language, no first-naming, best 
behavior. The keyword around this place is ‘couth’.’ 

Paul gave his superior a salute, his superior 
gave the doorman a staccato wave, and the two set 
out through the building. 

In those days, the building had been 
designated USIG-7, or United States Infantrymen 
Growth Project 7, headquarters. Earlier, before either 
Cameron or Paul or any of us were there, it had been 
a testing lab owned by Garmon Corp., who were 
largely attempting to genetically modify Omega-3 
fatty acids’ into being not only more potent at lower 
dosages, but also more easily laboratory 


manufacturable. 


7 At first, their experiments were entirely focused on long-chain fatty 
acids, especially Eicosapentaenoic acid, a form of Omega-3 most 
abundant in oily marine life such as salmon or tuna. Their hope was 
to introduce a less virile but still cancer-like flaw into the culture using 
CRISPr-cas9 technology to alter the fatty acids’ RNA, thus creating 
nigh infinite & ultra-potent EPA for use in canine and possibly even 
human supplements. There were a number of duplicable successes, 
but when it came time to administer the newly produced supplements 
to their test subjects there seemed to be an issue regarding the 
canine body’s ability to break down the long-chain fatty acids in such 
abundance, slowing metabolic rates to a near standstill. Essentially, 
this created a laboratory filled to bursting with obese, 
gastrointestinally afflicted beagles. 

Fearing stagnation, the researchers pivoted to less potent 
short-chain O-3s such as ALA, or Alpha-linoleic acid, most common 
in seeds and nuts. Short-chain fats and fatty acids are more easily 
metabolized by the body in most cases, but ALA had been ignored in 
the preceding years due to it needing to be converted into EPA within 
the body, and a low if not nonexistent conversion rate for that. Using 
the same CRISPr-cas9 tech, they were able to create a hybrid, a link 
between ALA and EPA, that would be more easy to convert than 
Alpha-linoleic acid on its own, and more easy to break down than the 
oversized chains of EPA created in the first round of experimentation. 
The cancer-esque mutation was then introduced, and the experiment 
soon after declared a success. 


This proved to be such a success that within 
a few months the CIA and USIG had gotten wind of 
the operation and moved in to seize control. Their 
belief was that Garmon’s findings could be utilized in 
corroboration with USIG-5’s nearly perfected growth 
serum in order to help would-be soldiers more 
efficiently metastasize it upon injection. The facility 
was converted into USIG-7, personnel were 
reshuffled to align more with the organization’s 
directive, NDAs were signed and those that weren’t 
were sent back out in suspiciously thick, green-hued 
envelopes and then signed, and a fresh batch of test 
subjects were brought in. 

So Cameron Poe and Paul Matthews, two of 
those fresh faces brought in during what would later 
be called ‘the merger’, made their way down the long 
entrance hall of USIG-7, through the trifecta of 
security stations and past the rows of wood paneled, 
frosty windowed offices, and then through the 
ultraviolet disinfection chamber. The chamber was 
intended to be used on one's way out from the 
facility, but due to one of the vital access points 
mistakenly being sealed over when the walls were 
installed and then a short in the outer prox-card 
reader, it is no longer possible to pass through the 
uDIC without activating it. On the other side of the 


chamber was the Administrative Wing’s first cubicle 


area’, a sort of last-stop hub at the far end of the 
campus, with doorways leading off on all sides into 
the catacombic Administrative and Clerical Offices. 

‘It’s a new position, you’ll be one of the 
first,’ Poe said, snatching a Butterfinger out of a 
‘Have One :)’ emblazoned bowl on someone’s desk 
corner as he zipped past, giving a_ polite 
finger-waggle of acknowledgement, ‘Very exciting 
stuff, Paulie. I mean the verticality of the position is 
practically limitless, there’s really no ceiling in CPS, 
unless you wouldn’t be happy just being buddies with 
the president. Which I’ve heard Koestler is, by the 
by.’ 

“CPS?” 

‘Containment Procedure Specialist. There 
was a- hold on.’ 

Without breaking stride Poe smeared his ID 
card against the reader, popping another door open. 
In the atrium between the two CAs, which was high 
ceilinged, sort of blindingly lit by parallel floor lamps 
with long, wispy bases that trifurcated out, each limb 
with a bulb dangling from the end and each bulb 
contained within a bubble of some terrifically 
magnifying glass-ish substance, and outfitted with a 


matched set of sleek high back reading chairs, a low 


3 The argument as to whether this is the first or the second cubicle 
area continues to this day. Typically, those occupying either cubicle 
area would maintain that theirs was area one, but in our time there 
remains a disagreement: while this cubicle area was the first one 
would come upon when entering the facility, for those working such 
long hours in the lab (many of whom were also incentivized to live in 
the bunkrooms onsite) it was the last area of the Administrative Wing 
passed through on the way out; therefore, it would be cubicle area 
two. For our purposes, we will refer to it as area one. 


table, and a stack of dusty magazines, he let the door 
close behind them. 

‘They don’t like to talk about it too too 
much, okay? A few months ago, there was a breach. 
One of the researchers was... we'll say 
‘unrecoverable’. We’ve had to tighten up security 
protocols since.’ 

“What do you mean, ‘unrecoverable’, dude? 
He fuckin died?’ 

‘Matthews, I- I mean it, man - clean it up, 
right now. I’m trying to help you out here.’ Then, 
after a pause, ‘But yes, he... died. Was crushed, more 
specifically, if you must know. But you didn’t hear 
that from me, okay?’ 

And before Matthews had time to respond, 
saving himself from the agony of any further 
questioning, Poe popped the second door open and 
led the pair out, back into the hazy orange of 
eco-friendly, low-watt light bulbs. The second and 
first cubicle areas are perfect facsimiles of one 
another, with low walled cubicles, all faux-wood 
paneling on the outsides of the waist height walls, 
inner walls revealing pilly cloth upholstery, wound 
through with the same arcane, mapless path of 
too-narrow walkways that dead end or loop back into 
one another. 

To a new or a returning hire, this mirroring 


effect was almost invariably quite harrowing, often 


leading to company time wasted on amnesiac 
doublings-back or in some rarer cases, mild nausea. 
Even with his guide, Matthews still could not help 
but rub at his eyes disbelieving, craning his head back 
over one shoulder, and then the other, to check that 
the door to cubicle area one was still marked ‘exit’. 

“You know, there used to be a door there.’ 
Poe told his old friend and new _ subordinate, 
gesturing to a far wall, ‘It’s gone now. Lead right into 
R Lab One instead of you having to slog all the way 
through the caf.’ 

There was a _ large, plainly framed 
reproduction of a C. Coolidge’ painting hung on the 
wall about where Poe had indicated. 

‘Renovations?’ 

“Yaaaaaaaap. Then, when they installed the 
new lab - that’s the one you and I’Il be working in - 
they had to push around some of those renovations to 
make room for the thing. Pretty incredible stuff.’ 

Up ahead, the entrance to the south cafeteria 
(SC). Of all the doors in the building, those leading 
into and out of the cafeterias were generally kept 
unlocked, manned instead by two security personnel 
equipped with not only with stun batons, zip ties, and 
a proprietary type of ‘amplified’ bear mace, but also 
each with an M240B, produced by Fabrique 


Nationale and chambered in an_ excessive 


6 Dogs Playing Poker 


7.62x51mm. It was found to be somewhat dangerous 
to bar the researchers access from the canteen with 
even anything as innocuous and quick as a prox card 
swipe. 

“You remember Troy?’ Poe nodded towards 
the rightmost guard, ‘Well he’s still kickin. Yep, 
coming up on a solid decade of security work; isn’t 
that right?’ 

“You know it chief, right as rain like always. 
You know what I say, someday something’s gonna 
give and they’re gonna have to let me at those dogs. I 
got a lotta patience, chief. And welcome home, 
Matthews. Heard you did good work with those Navy 
boys, hope they didn’t turn you into too much of a 
queer to get your hands a little grimy, huh?’ Troy 
shoved the broadside of his service weapon in 
Matthews’ direction, as it was against policy for him 
to remove either hand from his service weapon while 
posted. 

‘Missed you too, Castor, buddy. Lookin big, 
man. Ya know, the funny thing about being on the 
ship actually was all the dudes- 

‘Koestler’s waiting, come on. It’s still not 
too short of a walk from here.’ The doctor called 
back without turning, already several steps ahead and 


still quickening his pace. 


The antechambers leading from cafeteria to 
laboratory, as well as those leading from one lab to 
another, were quite a bit longer, dotted with more 
cameras, than those throughout the administrative 
wing, and any doors leading directly into a lab had to 
remain closed due to immovable regulations passed 
down from on high. During high traffic periods 
(0800-0930, 1400-1430, 1900-2100) one of the 
cafeteria guards would often walk down the hallway, 
where a researcher would help rig up a contraption 
involving the butt of an M240, a prox card°, and a 
decent amount of isometric exercise on the guard’s 
part. 

Of course, the higher-ups were well aware 
of these flagrant and repetitive disregard for security 
guidelines. They were, after all, some of those proud 
few with the time to journey from the south cafeteria, 
through two separate laboratories and all their 
adjoining hallway-rooms, and to the northern 
cafeteria (NC) whenever the SC’s menu didn’t suit 
their taste or had run short of something. In addition, 
these actions were found to boost morale to a greater 


extent than they were found to be endangering staff.® 


7 Proximity Card. An ID card with an in-built antenna coil and 
integrated circuit. Similar to RFID, but operating on a different 
(125kHz vs 860-960kHz or 2.4 gHz, depending.) frequency. Prox 
cards also require a shorter distance between transmitter and 
receiver than RFID. Not to be confused with the more recent 
contactless smartcard, which requires an even shorter distance to 
transmit data and can contain more information than just simple 
access numbers. 


. Both numbers were quite high. 


On reaching the door to Research Lab 1, 
embossed with a large RL-1.1, Matthews reached out 
and caught Dr. Poe’s arm just as his ID would’ve 
come in range of the card reader. 

‘Hey, can I ask what happened that that 
researcher died? You said he was crushed? I thought 
we were dealing with beagles here, Cam. You know, 
like big beagles, but, come on. Isn’t their whole thing 
supposed to be being docile?’ 

Again, the doctor dropped his arm in order 
to rub at his nose. 

‘Poe. We’ll get drinks later and you can call 
me Cam all you want, but it’s Poe right now. I 
thought the military was supposed to be more firm on 
respect and authority and such.’ 

“Well I was a contractor, they sort of let me 
do whatever I wanted, right? Pretty sweet gig.’ 

‘Great. Great.’ He put his free hand firmly 
on Paul’s shoulder, pricking one finger up towards 
the rows of gleaming black camera lenses dotting the 
tops of each wall, ‘Listen, you’ll see once we’re over 
in Testing 2. It isn’t my place to say. I can tell you 
this though; they’re bigger now.’ 

Much of Research Lab 1.1 was vacant, 
lacking the droney un-bustle, the shuffling of 
orthopedically conscious shoes against matted carpet, 
the mechanical whirring of inputs causing progress to 


take place elsewhere, that pervaded the rest of the 


campus. There, the floors were linoleum, the walls 
stainless steel and high polish, with FRP panels rising 
to just under chest height all around. The drop 
ceilings of the Ad. Wing and the SC disappeared, 
replaced with more and more steel and long thin 
poles jutting down with shielded fluorescent dome 
lights at the ends. 

All this to say, it was a place where echoes 
should have run rampant, pinging off of walls and off 
of each other, but it was near-silent in the lab. Silent 
enough to make out several distant and distinct 
conversations, so far apart in space as for their echoes 
to not even overlap. There seem to have been only a 
few researchers in the entirety of the football field 
sized Research Lab 1.1. 

‘More renovations,’ Poe must have been 
able to sense his colleague’s confusion without 
having to see his face or hear him utter a word. 
‘They’re updating all the old labs to meet with the 
new containment guidelines and such, so a lot of 
people are getting shuffled around to temporary 
workspaces and the like, lots of moving parts. 
Luckily, we won’t have to deal with any of that over 
in T-2.’ 

‘Speaking of, I’m guessing that’s the new 
lab you were talking about? What are we even gonna 
be doing there? I mean, why build a whole new 


testing area?’ 


‘Not just the one; one on every floor, all the 
way down to the bunks.’ 

As the two made their way across RL-1.1’s 
wide open general workspace, dotted with black 
stone topped tables and pushcarts loaded down with 
whatever varieties of beakers and measuring 
implements used by the researchers, the door to one 
of the private rooms swung open and an older, 
slightly frantic seeming researcher stepped out and 
started swiftly for the adjoining lab. 

‘Doctor Sanderson,’ called Poe, taking a few 
over-wide steps in order to catch up with the wizened 
scientist, ‘Good to see you as always, heading over to 
Testing?’ 

‘Oh, you know...’ Sanderson turned, toying 
with the webbing of his belt, a thin ring of sweat 
visible around his horseshoe hairline, ‘One must 
make it through the day somehow, doctor.’ 

‘Absolutely, oh, absolutely. Say, I was 
wondering if you had a word or two of advice for 
Matthews here, being so closely involved with the 
most recent breeding experiments.’ He threw a casual 
arm back to indicate the younger scientist lurking a 
few feet behind Poe. 

‘I really do have to be going, otherwise I 
would, my friend. What I will say is this,’ and he 
turned to leave, causing his next words to ring oddly 


about the metallic room, seemingly without source 


but radiating from every corner, ‘Take your pleasure 
wherever you might find it, Matthews; this is a 
thankless job.’ 

With that, he jogged off towards T-1.1. It is 
difficult to describe or to imagine a man of his age 
and seeming frailty moving with such speed and 
determination, but still he reached the doors long 
enough before Poe and Matthews that, by the time 
they entered the long corridor to the testing lab, Dr. 
Sanderson had vanished from sight. 

The testing lab was even more barren than 
Research had been, doors to viewing rooms closed 
with all their ‘TESTING IN PROGRESS?’ lights set 
to off and the windows of tempered glass set into the 
doors revealing little but a dim control board and 
another, larger window that faced onto the specimen 
chambers. Those rooms, so brightly lit that the main 
lab area could experience a blackout and still be more 
than sufficiently lit by the fluorescence of the 
specimen chambers. 

In each chamber, a variety of wall-mounted 
instruments with long, multi-jointed hydraulic arms 
for interacting with the subjects from the viewing 
room. At the ends of the arms: syringes with 
autoreplenishing needles, scalpels, tongs, whatever 
else could gleam wickedly in the overhead glow. In 


the center of each titanium walled cell was one 


beagle, restrained via a modified catchpole embedded 
into the floor of the enclosure. 

These dogs, of which there were 
approximately sixty, were the only beings scheduled 
to be in that area of the facility. As Poe explained, 
hooking a well rehearsed right down another aisle of 
viewing rooms and towards T-2, ‘All the T-1 
researchers were either moved down to a different 
floor or crammed into Two. Good thing the new CP 
calls for so many additional hands or we’d be looking 
at an outright sea of layoffs, I think.’ 

Through another doorway, down another 
hallway, and through yet one final door branded with 
a freshly painted, lime green ‘TL-2.1’, the pair finally 
emerge in Testing Laboratory 2. 

U 

Life returned to the facility, sound, the scent 
of the bathroom sink whore’s baths so regularly 
practiced by the researchers. The near-sprint beeline 
paths of lab coated figures hurrying from viewing 
room to conference room and back again. The white 
noise, loud, churning out of speakers hung alongside 
the lights in order to mask the sounds of scientific 
progress. The walls there, no longer of stainless steel 
and fiberglass reinforced plastic, but of a gray-black 
and non-reflective material, appearing almost like 


volcanic rock. 


‘Alright, I figured [’'d wait until we’re 
almost there to tell you your job title, so you 
wouldn’t forget it. Koestler’ll have to look you up in 
the system in order to find your position assignment.’ 

‘How would I forget a f- a job title, I mean? 
We went to the same university, man, have some 
faith.’ 

‘Right then, your position is to be AZACPS, 
that’s Auxiliary 2nd _ Assistant Containment 
Procedure Specialist, got it? Or, actually, I think 
you’re IA2ACPS, now that I think about it.’ 

‘A2... you weren’t joking about those new 
protocols, huh? Hey, what’s the ‘I’ for, anyway?’ 

‘Interim. Through here.’ Dr. Poe stopped at 
one of the many testing room doors, windowless and 
the same cold black stone as the walls, unlike those in 
the older testing areas. The doors were so perfectly 
crafted that, when closed, they seamlessly vanished 
into the surrounding walls and left only their attached 
entry keypads as evidence they existed at all. Poe 
swiped his card against one of those pads and a slab 
of the stone receded back into the wall before sliding 
away out of view silently. 

Matthews, as always, appeared to have a 
few more lines of inquiry to follow, but for once 
might’ve thought better. Behind them, the door 
closed just as silently, though with a high mechanical 


whir afterwards, audible only from inside the room. 


This, due to a lack of white noise. Instead, there was 
only the sound of overlapping idle chatter from the 
small crowd gathered around the control board and a 
crackling speaker transmitting a dog’s whine playing 
from someplace unseen above. 

Above the many hunched shoulders at the 
commands, through the window, was another room, 
empty except for the two personnel sat on metal 
folding chairs, with just another door and another 
window leading onto another, near-empty, room, and 
then another, and then finally, distantly, the specimen 
chamber. In the chamber, as always, was one 
predominantly tan beagle, secured to the floor in the 
usual manner and whimpering into the microphone 
embedded in its restraints. 

Looking up from the blinking control board, 
one of the researchers turned and strode over to Poe 
and Matthews with an expectant look and a tight nod. 

‘Good afternoon, Dr. Koestler. I hope you’re 
doing well today,’ Poe said, ‘I have Matthews with 
me here to learn the ropes.’ 

Koestler turned her eyes to the other man 
and extended her hand for him to shake, ‘Matthews. 
Good to have you on board, come over to the deck 
and we’ll get you assigned a post.’ 

The two followed her over to the assembled 
researchers at the control board, who parted without 


question to allow Koestler through. Embedded in the 


wall, between the deck and the viewing window, was 
an array of monitors displaying footage of the 
specimen room at various angles or occasionally 
spreadsheets and arcane formula sheets. Koestler 
punched a few keys on the deck and brought up some 
other database, where she proceeded rapidly through 
several menus and submenus, fingers working over 
the miniature 64-key keyboard. 

‘What division did you say you were with, 
Matthews?’ 

“CPS, ma’am.’ 

‘Right, and your role?’ 

‘ITA2A, ma’am.’ 

‘Excellent,’ a few more keystrokes and then, 
‘your work with the CDS will be greatly appreciated, 
Matthews. We’ll have to get you over t- 

‘Sorry, the CPS, ma’am. Not CDS. What’s 
CDS?’ 

The fingers stop working at the board, a few 
of the nosier researchers turned a bit too obviously to 
stare. 

‘Oh, you’re IA2ACPS?’ the window she had 
been working in disappeared and another took its 
place, the typing resumed, ‘Why are you talking to 
me, then? Miller over in antechamber number three’! 
fill you in. Hell, one of the Bud twins could do it.’ 


and turning back to Poe, 


‘I have better things to be doing, Cameron, 
than educating doormen. I would’ve thought that to 
be obvious. Dismissed. Matthews, go talk to Miller. 
Poe, you know what you should be doing.’ 

As she said this, the door leading from the 
viewing room into the first antechamber slid open 
and a waving hand emerged. Poe gave his friend a 
little nudge before lowering himself into one of the 
desk chairs near Koestler and busying himself with 
an array of stubby sliders. On one of the monitors, a 
robotic arm outfitted with some sort of serrated tool, 
extended out down towards the cowering dog. 
Another researcher, V. Dwyer, PhD, SHCOoCPS’, 
reached for a dial which amplified the speaker when 
turned. Matthews hurried on into the first 
antechamber. 

On the other side of the door was another 
person, stationed immediately to the right of the door 
and so not visible from the viewing room. When 
Matthews had fully entered the room, that person 
reached over and pressed a smooth white button, 
which caused the door to drop shut. The doorman 
pointed him over to the second door, which opened 
when one of the two Matthew had seen earlier 
pressed a similar white button on the wall between 
uy Secondary Head Chief Officer of Containment Procedure 
Specializations. The COSCP (Council of Specialized Containment 
Procedures) is a triumvirate of head researchers charged with 
overseeing each individual testing room within the 2.X series of 
testing laboratories. Where Matthews was stationed, in room 


T-2.1-GL, the council was made up of J. Koestler, V. Dwyer, and C. 
Poe - primary, secondary, and tertiary head, respectively. 


them. He crossed the room and went through into 
antechamber two, and then again into antechamber 
three. 

There was no doorman in that room, and 
when he entered one of the two stationed against the 
far wall called out to him, ‘Hey, new guy, can you 
just reach over and hit that button real quick?’ 

He did, and the door slid shut. 

‘Great, there’s the job. I think you’ll do 
fine.’ 

Matthews blinked a few times. ‘Are you 
Miller? Koestler told me to talk to Miller.’ 

‘Ah, Koestler doesn’t know shit from ass, 
new guy. You’re Miller’s replacement, so why the 
hell would Miller be here? I’m Brad, 2nd Assistant 
CPS, and this here’s Nicky, she’s the Assistant CPS. 
We’re the Buds.’ 

Matthews took a few steps towards the pair. 

‘Aht, wait. Don’t leave your post, rookie. 
We can talk all we want on account of there’s no 
microphones in here®, but you can’t leave your post 
or it’s bye-bye, baby. Shit, didn’t they tell you 
anything?’ 

‘Not really. Is this really the job, closing a 


door?’ 


2 There were. 


‘A-hyup. What, you complaining? Did you 
miss the part about your salary’ or what?’ This makes 
the other, taller and leaner though still strikingly 
similar looking person, chuckle a bit under her 
breath. 

‘No, no, I got that... it just seems, I mean, 
what exactly are we doing here? I mean, I couldn’t 
get a damn word out of Poe the whole way in.’ 

Both of the twins laughed outright at that, 
struggling a bit to maintain some semblance of an 
outward professional appearance. 

“Yeah, that’s not too surprising,’ the leaner 
twin said. 

“Yeah, all those guys on the Council don’t 
like to talk about what we do back here.’ the stouter 
of the two confirmed. ‘What it is is they’re here and 
we’re here all to stop those researchers from getting 
fucked up by the dogs.’ 

“Yeah, like McDonagh tried to come through 
the other day after he’d already gotten the subject all 
worked up and it was like, no way, sir.’ 

Matthews cocked his head, ‘But, like, why 
are they even going in there, right? The control decks 
can do all of the work for them, that’s the whole 


fuckin point.’ 


2 $124,450 yearly, according to some of Matthew’s bank statements 
from the time, plus time and a half on national holidays, not including 
blackout months (Nov - Feb) and at Time and % during gray-out 
months (Jun - Jul) and time and 3/7s during brown-out months (Aug, 
Apr). 


Behind the twins, through the window, 
things Matthews had once grown comfortable 
pretending were not happening. A reddish and 
slippery looking shape, that once had _ been 
predominantly tan, thrashing until it was no longer, 
and then the floor opening up and the shackle 
releasing and the limp thing falling away into 
nothing, only to be replaced by another, nearly 
identical shape pushed in through an _as-of-yet 
unnoticed port hole that slid open and closed as 
seamlessly as the doors to the viewing room had. 

‘Well that’s the problem,’ retorted the 
stouter twin, ‘Ain’t tactile enough for some of the 
docs. Some of em’ve got, you know, domestic 
troubles or what have you. Helps.’ That last word, 
more like a grunt. 

Il 

Paul Matthews, IA2ACPS, worked away at 
his button, six days out of the week, eleven hours per 
day on average, doing his best to avert his eyes from 
the window and trying and failing to steel himself 
against the sounds that would leech in through the 
door when a researcher would walk through into the 
specimen chamber. As was common practice, and 
incentivized by HQ with additional credits to spend 
in either the north or south canteen, he would travel 


back through T-1 to the elevators and down to floor 


-6, where the complimentary bunkrooms were, to 
sleep or shower or whatever else. 

Some days, days wherein the work was done 
properly, he hardly needed to lift a finger in order to 
earn his pay. Others, most days, he would slowly 
grow accustomed to the process of a researcher 
entering the antechamber, already waggling their fist 
and proclaiming things like ‘Show that fuckin dog 
what-for’ or ‘Oh, I needed this’ with their thumbs 
working circles around one another. Invariably, those 
particular researchers, like Head Researcher at 
T-2.1,GL, Dr. Terrance McDonagh, would come 
back through smelling of shit and with their belt set 
to a different notch than it had been before. Others 
would return soaked in sweat and watery blood and 
looking just oddly serene. 

The idea had been for the series of 
antechambers and security personnel to serve as a 
sort of cool-down zone for the scientists, in order to 
ensure that, should they need to enter the specimen 
chamber for a legitimate purpose’’, they would be in 
the proper headspace to do so. As Matthews quickly 
sussed out, this was rarely the actual trajectory of the 
CPS crew’s work. 

A little more than nine out of ten times, 


things would proceed thusly: an unlevel-headed 


1 it may be interesting to note that, while the USIG-7 COSCP 
(generally a turgid and comprehensive document) manual is still 
viewable in full, there remain exactly 0 outlined instances in which it 
would make sense for a researcher to physically interact with a 
specimen. 


researcher would barge through into the antechamber, 
Nicky would run a small barrage of psychiatric tests 
on the researcher, the researcher would insinuate 
something in the direction of a bribe or a 
reprimanding from the COSCP, Brad would press 
open the door, the two would turn to face one of the 
barren windowless walls, and then they would order 
Matthews to follow suit. After this, the researcher 
would cross into the adjoining room and Brad would 
reseal the door without turning to look. 

The same was true in the rest of T-2.1,GL’s 
antechambers. The same was true in every 
antechamber of every testing room in the facility, if 
the Buds were to be believed. Millions of top secret 
government dollars paying for thousands of blind 
eyes. 

And the Buds were, at least, more than 
willing to fill Matthews in on all that’d transpired 
during his absence. Unlike his old friend Cameron 
Poe, they never seemed to tire of his questions, in fact 
it seemed that they’d only too recently been asking 
the same things. But the Buds weren’t always there, 
shuffled off into a randomized testing room for two 
randomized days out of every week as part of some 


ornate anti-bribery initiative for those 2ACPS and 


higher'', so Matthews got to know a wide range of his 
peers, though few well enough to remember the 
names on their badges. Some stood out, sometimes 
the most interesting things he would learn would 
come from these temporary co-workers. 

For example, when N. Bud was replaced by 
one D. Kaufman, and Matthews off-handly remarked, 
‘Hey, at least we aren’t in one of the puppy rooms, 
huh, buddy?’ after noticing Kaufman a bit visibly 
upset when, during one of researcher McDonagh’s 
visits back into the specimen chamber, Kaufman, just 
too curious, had turned his head for a split moment 
towards the window. 

‘No, uh, what’s your name again?’ he said, 
and when he’d heard the response, he continued, ‘No, 
Matthews, this is a puppy room. I don’t know what 
they told you, but out in the rest of the lab we call the 
whole G subcomplex ‘the puppy mill’.’ 

Matthews was trying not to look through the 
window, but he couldn’t believe the dog on the other 
side of the glass was supposed to be a puppy. The 
dog, and the rest he had seen, looked full-grown. 
Back in his time, in the early days of the USIG-7 
program, a puppy still looked like a puppy; these did 
too, once the viewer had the knowledge, the 
"1 In an email chain sent between a few members of administration 
around that time (see BERL-1100.604,ff06 - ff09), the prospect of 
including |A2A and A2A class CPS members in the initiative was 
briefly discussed. Per D. Macready, head of the Primary Authoritative 
Coalition of Campus-Wide Specialized Containment Procedure and 


Protocol Overseers (PACoCWSCPaPO) for USIG-7, “What the fuck 
are we talking about here, the doormen? Pound Sand. [sic]” 


proportions started to make more sense, the lanky 
legs and the big feet and the ears so large they would 
drag the ground even when the dog had its head up 
and staring out through the antechambers into the 
viewing room. 

“Yeah, let me guess, they even got you 
bunking down on minus-6?’ Kaufman stuck his 
hands down into the pockets of his coveralls. 

Matthews nodded. 

‘Well no shit you don’t know what a 
full-grown Biggle looks like then. Surprised neither 
of the Buds filled you in, those two sleep down on 
minus-5 like the rest of us. Just goes to show, huh?’ 

Still dutifully facing the wall, Matthews 
asked the room, ‘Fuck, guys, when’d’you think he’s 
gonna, you know, finish up in there?’ and then, ‘Wait, 
Kauf what'd you just call the dogs?’ 

‘Biggles.’ 

‘Stupid fuckin’ thing to call ‘em, man.’ 

Almost as if in response, there came a sound 
like a singular beating of a huge owl’s wing, and a 
billowing gust of wind to match, tunneling through 
the antechamber, kicking up debris as it tore out into 
the viewing room. Fum. A very staccato sound. 
Followed, seemingly minutes later, by the tinkling of 
glass raining down onto stone floor. 

Klaxons. A thump underfoot as the overhead 


lights turned off and the red emergency floods kicked 


on. An _ authoritative female voice repeating 
‘Evacuate. TCARP code 4. Proceed to surface 
elevator. Evacuate. TCARP code 4. Proceed to 
surface elevator. Evacuate.’ The building wide 
unsynchronised hiss of every powered door in the 
employee areas opening at once. As the CPS crew 
turned to face one another, they saw into the 
specimen chamber: empty. It was easier to see into 
the room, to check for signs of life, as both panes of 
glass between them and it had disappeared. All that 
remained in the chamber was a great smear of blood 
and some gelatinous looking viscera, maybe some 
hair, tracking high up several of the walls. 

Almost as one, the three turned to look out 
into the viewing room and found it just as desolate, 
the same in both antechambers. Trickling in through 
the tunnel of broken windows, that same sound as 
before, like bullet trains taking off, thrumming 
through the earth down beneath the wailing klaxon. 

Nobody spoke until they had reached the 
viewing room, still hardly able to walk beneath the 
weight of their confoundment, when they had 
discovered what remained of Koestler and the rest of 
the COSCP, and of the other researcher assigned to 
room GL, whose remains were the most easily 
identifiable, although several long, bone-deep swaths 


of skin were missing from his face. 


‘Shit,’ Kaufman sucked at his teeth a bit, ‘is 
that Kobble? Where’d his, what happened to his 
fucking face?’ 

Dr.Kobble was slumped up near to whatever 
rubble remained of the door, his skull showing out in 
almost perfectly smooth streaks painted up and down 
his face, holes bored away through even the bone, his 
eyes melted back into their sockets and leaking 
something tarry yellow, not enough blood left to pool, 
to cover up the devastation. 

‘Fuck that jerk-off, man, look at the fucking 
door!’ Pierce yelled, ‘That shit’s supposed to be 
inde-fucking-structible, fuckin lead carbide or some 
shit. We gotta get out of here, I mean, look at the 
fucking Council!’ 

Still mostly in their seats, all three council 
heads, no longer with their heads. Without their upper 
halves. Perfectly balanced, no longer without the 
backs of their chairs to support them, three sets of 
lower legs connected to three waists that terminated 
harshly in a burbling crest of gore letting off wafts of 
pale steam and a little almost cartoonish bone jutting 
out of the center. On one of the screens above them 
was a map of TL-2.1, all sixty individual testing 
rooms neatly organized into four rows of fifteen, 


most outlined in green, but already over half of the 


rooms within ‘the baby mill’ subsection’? with a 
pulsating red border and an authoritative black ‘X’ 
marked through them, and they watched helplessly on 
as exponentially more and more of Testing Lab 2.1 
fell. Matthews had no time to spend mourning his 
old friend. 
IV 

Out in the lab, chaos. The scent of blood on 
the air, the scent of urine, a glandular scent, so potent 
it could clog your throat to the point you were unable 
to vomit. Rubble under foot, stone from the walls and 
from the doors already ground to sand, crunching 
underfoot inaudibly. Larger pieces that need to be 
clambered around or over to proceed. The gunshot 
craters, not holes, miniature craters dotting the walls 
and the guns left cast aside and so jammed with gore 
as to be so much useless scrap metal. The long, 
low-hanging lighting fixtures pulled loose from their 
housings swayed in the draft, scraping along the 
floors and kicking up little bursts of spark. 
Everything perversely red. Still, the interminable 
alarm; still, the baying. 

The baying, much louder than _ the 


screaming, now from every direction, now springing 


Testing Laboratory 2.1 may have been ‘neatly organized’ 
physically, but the labeling system used for the individual 
rooms and their subsections seems randomized. Subsection 
G consisted of six rooms, three in the fourth row and another 
three in the third. Directly above subsection G was 
subsection K, and below it was subsection L, to give the 
reader some understanding of how unintuitive the layout 
was, without going into too much undue detail. 


gaily from wall to wall accompanied by shadowy, 
long-snouted shapes whizzing overhead and making 
the CPS team duck down with their heads tight 
between their knees before continuing on, arguing 
under their breaths about who was ‘actually not 
scared at all’ and who was a ‘big pussy’. 

The trio had to lean their heads in together 
and shout-whisper in order to be heard over the 
kKlaxon whilst not drawing too much unwanted 
attention. Kaufman walked along in the middle, with 
Matthews and Pierce to either side and a bit behind. 

“You know we’re gonna be fine. It’s not just 
the one alarm going off, there’s another one that we 
can’t hear, too. Somethin like seventy kilohertz or 
some batshit like that, way outside our hearing 
range.’ 

‘Bullshit, Kauf, we’re gonna fucking die 
down here, man. I say we make a break for the 
elevator. Fuck all this sneaking around bullshit.’ 
Matthews shot back. 

‘Shh! Shut the fuck up. Look up there.’ 
Kaufman pulled the other two sideways into an 
abandoned viewing room and the three craned their 
necks out to see. ‘And that ain’t no Greyhound 
neither, boys.’ 

Ahead, at the next intersection and mostly in 
shadow, something large and overly muscled, 


something definitively not a beagle. Just its 


hindquarters visible, waggling excitedly with its 
maybe two feet of tail coiling and uncoiling like a 
drunken snake, the rest of the body obscured by a 
corner in the walkway. Hunkering down a bit further, 
it pounced at something unseen, disappearing into the 
red and the dark. 

Kaufman, seeming to take the lead by way 
of abstention on the other CPS members’ parts, gave 
the universal hand gesture for ‘hold on a minute’, 
which sort of looked as though he was trying to 
stabilize himself on an invisible forty-five-degree 
angle wall, before slinking out into the hallway and 
waving the others after. He pressed a shaking finger 
to his lips, nodded, and started down the aisle directly 
in front of their hideaway. 

There were two ways out of T-2.1: the door 
into 1.1, which was further away, and into the north 
canteen, which was closer but had only one other 
point of egress, also leading into Testing Lab 1.1. So 
their path would need to be L-shaped, across all three 
main rows and then up to the exit. Each testing room 
was a combined length of seventy feet, accounting 
for both the viewing and specimen chambers as well 
as all three antechambers, and testing rooms were 
erected in groups of twos with the rear wall of each 
specimen chamber backing up to one another. These 
testing rooms were oriented horizontally along the 


aisles, with pathways connecting the four main aisles 


between every five groups of testing rooms. To put it 
plainly, moving without some great haste was not an 
option. 

The three had broken into a jog, with 
Matthews now out a ways ahead of the other two, 
pumping his legs faster each second and looking back 
over his shoulder to check on Pierce and Kaufman. 
He only knew something was amiss when he brought 
a foot down and something squelched under the sole 
of his work boot, nearly sent him sliding down to the 
floor before he was able to catch himself. 

He did his best to be very still. The dog in 
front of him, with the stocky build and the almost 
constrictive musculature of maybe a pitbull but 
certainly not a beagle, with its snout buried and ears 
dangling into the still warm guts of some researcher, 
its rummaging nose still causing spasms in the body’s 
legs. He took a step back, back towards the third 
aisle, when its tail whipped by his face, knocking his 
glasses to the side and sending them skittering across 
the width of the hall. 

There were two loud, wobbly sniffing 
sounds as Matthews quickened his retreat, signaling 
to the rest of the CPS crew to go back, and the dog 
reared its head from out of the corpse and shook off, 
splattering the walls with purple-black viscera. With 
its long mouth stretched back into a grin, it pounced 


toward the group. 


‘Fucking- fucking  Biggle!’ —_ roared 
Matthews, pushing the group back down to aisle 
three and breaking into a full sprint, tucking his head 
and refusing to look up until he hit a wall or broke 
out into the cafeteria. 

Behind him, the sounds of footfalls were 
multiplying. Not just those from Pierce and Kauf and 
the biggle bounding along at their heels almost 
playfully, but maybe dozens of soft pattering paws, 
and the baying. Matthews could see the door leading 
into the northern cafeteria, and careened for them. 
Fum. Something whizzed by his head, close enough 
for him to smell the pungent aroma of fish oil. Fum. 
Another one fired between his legs, tearing through 
his coveralls and knocking him off balance. As he 
stumbled to the side, he saw the biggle skid to a stop 
along the floor, turn, and waggle its hindquarters, 
preparing itself to fire again. 

‘Get the fuck down!’ Matthews threw 
himself to the ground as the biggle shot off, 
shattering the walkway beneath its paws. All around 
him as he crawled toward the cafeteria, biggles fired 
through the air and came lumbering up from behind 
with wet waggling tongues and wide grins. He 
clambered to his feet, not stopping to check on the 
others. 

As he cleared the doorway into the northern 


cafeteria, Matthews hooked a hard left and plastered 


himself up against the wall while a hoard of biggles 
rushed out past him and into the cafeteria, catching 
the scent of whatever awaited in the kitchen and 
rapidly losing interest in him. On the other side of the 
doorway he spotted Pierce and Kaufman, crouched 
down and hiding behind a waste bin. Sounds of 
gleeful destruction from the kitchen. 

After the biggles seemed distracted enough, 
the three started to move, now crouched but still with 
haste, along the long side of the canteen and towards 
T-1.1. As they were passing one of the long banquet 
tables, there came a familiar voice whispering to 
them: 

‘Aht. Psst. Down here.’ and a hand extended 
from the shadows beneath the table. 

Craning down and lifting the table skirt, they 
found a small group of lab-coated researchers, among 
them and still with his hand welcomingly 
outstretched, Dr.Poe. 

‘Cam!’ Matthews and the rest started to pile 
in beneath the table, ‘Fuck man, we thought you were 
dead, fucking blasted in half, dead! How’d you get 
out of there?’ 

‘Get down here, keep your voice down.’ Poe 
said, waving the group in. Once they were all in, he 
continued, ‘I wasn’t even in the room when it 


happened, actually. Never had the stomach for when 


the researchers start in on the dogs, I always go out in 
the hall until I get the all-clear on my walkie.’ 

His sigh was deep, but it wasn’t anything 
like relief, ‘I didn’t even know what was happening 
until the specimen was already out in the hall. I’m 
just lucky it went for Walsh instead of me, poor guy.’ 

‘T think I saw Walsh on my way in here,’ 
someone else under the table added, ‘hole through 
him the size of a bowling ball.’ 

‘That’s not helpful, Robin.’ 

‘So what’re we doing sittin on our balls here 
and not going for the elevator?’ 

‘The subjects won’t react to us at all here, 
the smell of food is too strong.’ 

‘I thought they were, like, bloodthirsty 
killers now, though.’ 

‘No, dipshit, if you’d read any of the 
manuals you’d know they’re still just beagles, they’re 
just enhanced. Food’s still pretty much priority 
number one.’ 

“Yeah, then why are they putting holes in 
people all over campus, Kross?’ 

‘Fuck you, Robin.’ 

‘Fuck you, Noah, you know the increase in 
muscular complexity almost always leads to- 

‘Shut up, both of you. We should get 
moving before too long, the doors aren’t going to stay 


open forever.’ 


‘Lockdown protocol’s uh, fifteen minutes, I 
think, before the shutters come down and the, well 
the gas’? comes in.’ 

‘The gas?’ 

‘Goddamn it Robin, look. You think these 
CPS brickheads know about the gas? Look what you 
did.’ 

“What’s the fucking gas?’ 

‘Shut up, all of you.’ Poe hissed. ‘Kross, 
Feld, all of you. If I’m not mistaken, 7 am the 
senior-most ranking researcher currently underneath 
this banquet table, so you will all listen to me.’ 

Across the cafeteria, something metallic and 
empty went flying and came crashing down to the 
floor. 

‘In the hallway between here and lab one, 
there’s an entrance to one of the accessways, it’ll take 
us past 1.1, R-1, and the south caf and straight into 
the Ad wing.’ 

‘Accessway? Why didn’t I know anything 
about any accessways?’ 

A few other voices began grumbling their 
agreement with Kross. 

‘Are any of you on a Council? No? That’s 


why you don’t know about the accessways. Okay?’ 


i Actually a mist. A mist with a very high rate of 
evaporation, but not a gas in its natural state. Most likely 
purposeful misinformation. 


After some further hushed arguing, mainly 
over line order and caboose-assignment, the group 
started to file out from under the table, pressing 
themselves close to the wall and heading for the exit. 
Dr. Poe took up the lead, with researchers Kross and 
Feld close behind, the CPS crew bringing up the rear. 
While a majority of the group were unarmed, Kross 
was at least equipped with a high voltage electric 
cattle prod'*, though he also admitted it would likely 
be of little use. 

Through the gloom and the haze of 
powderized rubble on the air, they could make out 
dozens of biggles still rampaging through the kitchen, 
knocking aside counters and chest coolers, licking at 
old stains on the walls until paint began to peel and 
wood started to splinter. Matthews, the rear-most in 
the sextet, kept his head on a whiplash inducing 
swivel as they made their way through to hidden 
accessway, keeping a hand on Pierce’s waist as Pierce 
kept his on Kaufman’s and so on up the line. They 
made quick progress and remained unbothered by the 
biggles, until Kross’ finger slipped on the synthetic 
grip of his cattle prod. 

The push button activation switch was 
depressed for only a fraction of a second, but it was 


long enough. Electricity arched out through the air 


4 Standard issue for USIG-7 Security Personnel, likely 
recovered by Researcher Feld from one of their bodies. 
Referred to as an ‘Israel-Lovaas Behavioral Correction Unit’ 
within the COSCPM. 


with a blinding blue pulse and a skin-tightening buzz. 
The sounds of jubilant feasting from the kitchen 
halted at once. Kross swore. Then, the baying, and 
that same wobbly sniffing sound as before, and the 
yipping, and then the heavy double doors into the 
kitchen were blasted off of their hinges as a furry 
torrent roared through them. 

The survivors’ wailings were so frantic, so 
overlapping, so lost in the cacophony of siren and 
siren-like wailing from the biggles, that no single 
word could be sifted out from the chaff. Just the 
distended, toothy ovals their mouths stretched into 
and the flailing and faltering of their 
adrenaline-stupid limbs translate to the, albeit 
stunningly high-quality, security footage. Poe made 
for the door, the CPS crew pressed forward into the 
backs of the researchers, forcing the group to spread 
out horizontally as they ran. When the biggles came 
upon them, it was with the weight of a fortress 
crashing down. 

Kross was knocked sideways to the floor, 
sliding and desperately trying to kick the dog perched 
on his chest away as it licked at him, at his neck and 
his face and his hands when he threw them up to 
protect himself until stark white and foul-smelling 
smoke began to rise from those places the biggle’s 
tongue had traversed, clean wounds where blood 


should have welled. He pressed his forearms over his 


face and grabbed two fistfuls of his own hair to 
steady them but the licking would not cease, not until 
whatever loose skin was left clinging to the bone 
began to slough down and away, and the bone fizzled 
and spat and turned to sludge running down itself, 
and his exposed, muscle-less and hole-riddled wrists 
collapsed under their own weight so that his hands 
came away still clutching onto his hair but attached to 
nothing. 

And as he tried to push himself to his feet on 
the slobbery nubs his radii and ulnae had become and 
was subsumed by a tide of copper and tan and black 
fur, Poe had made it into the T-1 entry hall and was 
manically entering commands into the keypad there 
as a wall of newly-intrigued biggles surged in from 
the old testing lab. They were smaller than those 
found in T-2, but they were hungrier, had been alone 
in cages for longer. Their eyes were wilder, their 
jowls hanging more loosely on their faces. A panel in 
the eastern wall slid open and Poe slid inside, already 
working at the keypad there. 

Feld was first in behind Poe, followed 
quickly by Matthews and then Kaufman. Pierce, now 
in the rear and running backwards, kicked out at the 
biggles at what would be his heels, and more were 
starting to reach the accessway entrance, nearly 
through the door. Poe yelled for him to hurry and he 


turned, but a biggle launched itself for his neck just 


then, and wrapped its long spine around his neck, and 
then again, and then started to crush it. The door 
closed just slowly enough for them to watch not only 
as the whites of Pierces eyes turned pink and blood 
started to spurt out from between the coils of the 
beagle’s body, but also to watch some gargantuan 
shape, something not even related to a canine in any 
sense, trundled its way through the gloom of T-1. 

The accessway was pitch black and nearly 
silent, with just the faintest hint of the travesty 
outside seeping through the walls as the four moved 
towards administration. 

“‘Why’d you have to fuckin leave him out 
there, man?’ 

“What else did you want me to do?’ 

‘He was already dead, what were we going 
to do to help him, uh, whatever your name is. I’d 
mockingly read your tag but I can’t even see my own 
nose in here. 

“Yeah, anybody got a light?’ 

‘I mean fuck Pierce, right? He seemed like, 
like a nice guy or whatever but did you guys see that 
fucking thing out there in the other lab?’ 

‘Seriously, I know one of you people has to 
smoke.’ 

‘What are you talking about, Matthews?’ 

‘What do you mean, what am I talking 


about, Cam? I know you saw- 


‘Yeah don’t be such a bootlicker now, 
Cameron, even I know about the C-897s, asshole. But 
really, who has that light?’ 

‘Feld, I swear to god.’ 

“C-897s?’ 

‘I saw it, that motherfucker was bigger’n a 
black bear, easy.’ 

‘Do you want to tell them, or should I?’ 

‘Preferably, neither of us.’ 

‘Cam, what the hell are you two fuckin’ 
talking about?’ 

‘He’s talking about the C-897 exponential 
growth experiment that fell through and was 
abandoned around a year ago. They should all be 
dead by now, though. Starved, or what have you.’ 

‘Oh, nah, that’s horseshit.’ 

‘It’s true. We managed to accelerate the 
serum’s effects up to 700%, but there were too many 
issues for the experiment to be continued. We sealed 
them all up down in negative nine.’ 

“You just, what, locked the door and let them 
roam around down there under our fuckin beds at 
night?’ 

‘No, we had a bunker installed and then 
floor eight filled with solid titanium from end to end. 
It was supposed to be fool-proof, there was no way 
out except to dig through thirty feet of metal.’ 


“Where'd you all put this bunker, exactly?’ 


‘I’m not... sure.’ 

‘It’s under cubicle area two.’ 

‘Feld!’ 

‘Wait, is that the first one or the second 
one?’ 

‘The one with the vending machines, I think 
she means.’ 

‘No, that’s C-1.’ 

‘No, no, that’s the one I meant, with the 
vending machines. C-2.’ 

‘There ain’t no way fuckin’ Beargles are 
real.’ 

‘Sorry, what did you just say, CPS 
Kaufman?’ 

‘Beargles, doc, we made ‘em up down in the 
dorms to fuck with the newbies. You’ve heard of 
Beargles, right Matthews?’ 

“Yup, heard they can climb walls and cling 
to ceilings. Fuckin one of the Buds told me they have 
opposable thumbs.’ 

Vv 

They made their way through the black until 
finally they came upon a green-lit keypad marking 
their exit. Bracing themselves, Poe opened the door 
and they stepped out into the administrative wing. 
They emerged in another connecting room, between 
the south canteen and the second cubicle area, and the 


air was still. The sirens wailed and the lights pulsed, 


and somewhere off in the distance there was the 
sound of tearing flesh and gnawing jaws, but the air 
had the stillness of death. 

In the cubicle area, the aforementioned 
cubicles had all been crushed flat against the carpet, 
lending the room the look of a gladiatorial arena, 
walls shiny with gore and peppered with craters. As 
they threaded through the debris towards the exit, 
something came hurtling to the floor in front of Poe. 
He had only just recognized it as the body of a 
security guard, or, a lateral half of one, with 
streamers of gore weeping down from the split torso 
and still with the M240 strapped to what remained of 
its chest, when the beast that’d thrown the corpse 
came bounding after to retrieve it. One of Kaufman’s 
‘Beargles’, though in reality it was much larger than 
that, thundering through the room on legs like stubby 
oak trunks and a crocodilic muzzle rimmed with 
jagged razor teeth. 

Poe and the rest reeled back and broke yet 
again into a sprint, but the Beargle cut them off as 
they were reaching the door, standing up on its hind 
limbs and batting away tiles from the drop ceiling as 
it yipped and bayed at them to submit. The group 
were scattering, Feld running back towards the 
cafeteria, Matthews for a nearby doorway onto 
another newly constructed area of the campus, when 


there came a battle cry, a warrior holler that shook the 


foundations of the building and turned their heads on 
their necks instinctively so they could gaze upon their 
holiest savior. 

Stepping through from an adjoining room 
was a man, bare-chested and vascular and bedraped 
in the skins of his slain enemies. The Beargle 
bellowed out a challenge as Castor Troy strode 
towards it, glorious in his raiment, with the limbless 
bodies of the young strapped to his shins and his 
forearms, the ribcage of an adult lashed to his own, 
and a full pelt draped over the crown of his head, its 
ears billowing out behind him as he roared back at 
the behemoth. He had no weapon, but the group 
trusted him to the task regardless, scuttling back 
away to the walls and crouching among the ruins. His 
eyes shone gold amongst the sea of red. 

‘Get ready to get fucked, mutt.’ Castor 
growled as he threw himself upon the Beargle. 

They locked paw to hand, pressing their 
weight against one another but both refusing to give. 
The group’s savior dug his heel into the rubble and 
freed a hand to swing at the dog’s muzzle, but the 
Beargle easily opened its maw and brought it closed 
again around the man’s wrist and he was flung, quite 
bodily, several feet, as an arc of blood from his 
then-severed limb illuminated his path through the air 
and to the ground. The Beargle spared no time in 


giving chase, and when it was towering over him it 


let its mighty limbs give way beneath it and it fell 
limply atop the still bleeding Castor Troy, squirming 
about on its back until all that remained between it 
and the floor was a thin pink-ish paste and several 
empty biggle skins. 

Neither of the researchers, nor the CPS 
crew, were prepared specifically for how an M240 
would sound when fired continually in an enclosed 
space. Even with the already ear-numbing klaxon, it 
was deafening. Poe had braced himself against a wall 
and opened fire with the bisected guard’s gun, 
screaming and trying to plug one ear with the cap of 
his shoulder. Everyone else in the room was 
screaming as well, but only Feld was actually saying 
anything more than ‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAAW’. 

‘Poe, the 0-3s! Poe! The fucking omega-3’s! 
No!’ but none among them could even hear their own 
fear, let alone her words. 

The bullets did not ricochet, but slid 
smoothly along the surface of the Beargle’s glossy, 
omega-3 rich coat, diverting and continuing off 
behind it as Poe, blinded by the muzzle flash, 
emptied the belt and the towering animal sauntered 
nearer. Rising up onto its loose-skinned haunches, the 
Beargle swiped one of its huge paws through the hail 
of bullets and then effortlessly through Poe’s 
midsection, batting the upper half of his body across 


the room with his intestines trailing behind, raining 


down blood and little spurts of liqueous, magmatic 
dung. As the Beargle turned to chase down its 
newest toy, Matthews called out to his fellow 
survivors: 

‘Over here, while he’s distracted!’ his voice 
only as loud as necessary, waving an impatient hand 
towards the doorway he’d been hiding behind. 

Seemingly without much in the way of 
other options, Feld and Kaufman followed, ducking 
low and side stepping the cairns of bone and viscera 
and rubble littering the floor as to not re-alert the 
Beargle as it dragged its treasure over near the 
entrance to cubicle area one. 

The surviving trio crept down that narrow 
hallway, that foreign hallway, visibly restraining 
themselves from arguing. Ahead, low moans shivered 
through the bleary red whenever the alarm would 
catch its breath. Always, the baying, the yipping. 
Never in fear or in anxiety or in pleading, but in glee, 
excitement. Already, Feld and the remnants of the 
CPS crew must have been able to envision the wide 
smiles of the dogs, their bulging, searching eyes, the 
too-large ears billowing out behind them as they 
chase down their prey. A shiver secreted its way 
through the group. Coming upon a junction in the 
path, which had a few meter wide alcove set into its 


long wall outfitted with a few chairs and a table, Feld 


was the first to notice the ornate brass lettering 
adhered to the wall. 

‘Group Rehearsal Unit for Negotiating 
Defamatory Legal Environs,’ she read aloud, ‘This 
must be the new administrative area they just 
finished, some of the higher-ups were talking about 
it. ’ve heard it’s like a maze back here'>.’ 

The two men behind her grumbled at that, 
trudging past and down the eastern hallway without 
so much as a glance in her direction. On both sides of 
that hall, doors began to emerge at regular intervals 
and peering through the long, wire-meshed windows 
revealed rows of identical mock-trial rooms, 
complete with podiums and seats for the jury and a 
viewing area. These were abandoned, by and large, 
but still the moaning up ahead grew only louder, 
more severe. 

Peering into another room, from which the 
moaning would start and stop in split-second bursts, 
Matthews beheld several of the larger biggles 
standing nigh-upright and carting between them a 
disoriented man in the tattered shreds of his taupe 
clerical attire. They drug him along, his legs dangling 
uselessly behind him and a dark red smear staining 


the carpet where his knees passed over it, to a tall 


‘8 Another dispute over terminology. There were 
disagreements at the time over whether the GRU was to be 
part of the Administrative Wing, or if it should become its 
own area of the campus. Most of these disagreements came 
from managerial staff, several of whom having the belief that 
an additional area would lead to additional tax cuts 
(reasoning unclear). 


lectern at the front of the room. Another waited there, 
with paws outstretched to take hold of either side of 
his head and force it down, pressing the thin oak lip 
into his mouth until his teeth parted and the wood 
sunk back to the corners of his lips, stretching them 
far back. 

He let out a low moan. Tightening its 
two-pawed grip on the man’s head, the biggle started 
to pounced and, with the crunch of fragmenting 
molars, the clerk’s jaws separated and the lectern’s 
edge glided smoothly between them, leaving his 
tongue to jab dumbly at its smooth underside for a 
few moments before he expired, gasping on his own 
blood, and was left to tumble aside. 

Before he could watch as another person 
was pulled from the small herd corralled in the 
viewing area, Kaufman grabbed ahold of his collar 
and pulled him along down the hallway. It was 
becoming difficult for them to avoid witnessing 
sights beyond their understanding, for through every 
window waited another hellish tableau. Even to hear 
the muffled sounds emanating out through the doors, 
the shrieks and the sobbing and the squelching, and 
always the baying, was too much. They did their best 
to stay low and to move quickly, but the hallway’s 
esoteric layout had already ensnared them, and they 


were growing anxious. 


They crawled along, heading right at every 
intersection they came across without much need for 
communication between them. Rounding a corner 
and coming upon an open door, the three moved too 
slowly to avoid the sight lurking within. Before 
anything else, they saw his eyes and his gaze locked 
to theirs, petrified. Bent over the far end of a long 
ovoid table, Dr. Sanderson’s eyes bulged as the biggle 
behind him pumped away at his exposed rear, a 
circular crust of blood matting the fur around the 
dog’s crotch. He opened his mouth to speak, to call 
for help, but the speed of the biggle’s thrusts turned 
his words into archaic ululations, a trail of bloody spit 
stringing from his lower lip. 

To either of his sides were a dozen or so 
more biggles, each stood on its back legs and 
displaying engorged, impatient erections. Matthews 
and the others quickened their step, abandoned the 
doctor and his feces scented hell, wasting no time in 
heading for the next juncture. 

There, they stumbled into an un-obscured 
slaughterhouse, a parade of gore taking place out in 
the hallway. Beneath another large brass sign, in 
another of the alcoves, all of the furnishings had been 
destroyed, crumbled to saw dust and stamped into the 
carpet. There, a row of nude people stood, with their 


backs to Matthews and the rest. Their shoulders 


jittered with choked-back sobs and long puffy gouges 
raked their skin. 

There came a snuffling sound, and then a 
young biggle went firing through the abdomen of the 
left-most figure in an explosive mist of viscera. The 
dog went sailing over the heads of the survivors, 
seeming not to notice them, as the thin strings of 
flesh left connecting the body’s two halves gave way, 
snapped audibly as the torso somersaulted down to 
the floor. 

Almost immediately, another biggle shot 
through the woman next in line, colliding and then 
obliterating her head. A puppy went ripping through 
the next man’s groin and he fell to his knees, 
clutching the grimy hole where his genitals had been. 
Matthews held back his vomit and crawled, nearly on 
his stomach, to the right. 

In the ruby emergency light, he only saw it 
just before he would have slipped into it. Directly 
between the next set of doors was a great, deep hole. 
A tunnel, boring down and down through layers of 
the building, riddled with jagged claw marks, 
billowing up a fishy smell and a sound like laminated 
paper being waggled in the air. 

Behind them, the biggle firing squad had 
already finished with their executees, and would 
surely be on the prowl again for fresh meat. Matthew 


was still on his stomach, looking down into the 


hallway’s maw, being careful not to catch himself on 
the jagged concrete pushing up through the carpet. 

‘Get the hell up, whatever your name is,’ 
hissed Feld through her teeth. ‘We have to keep 
moving, come on.’ 

And already she was inching to the hole’s 
edge, swinging one leg out towards the nearest 
doorway and catching her heel on the corrugated 
metal threshold. She craned far out, into a sort of 
distended lunge, and twisted the knob, pushed the 
door open just a crack with her finger tips. Taking a 
deep breath, she pushed with her rear foot and sent 
herself careening through the door, knocking it open 
and tumbling through. With Matthews still dusting 
himself off, she threw herself again over the hole, this 
time landing on the far side with a little grunt and a 
grin as wide as a biggle’s. 

An inquisitive yip came echoing down the 
hall and a similar though much deeper yip rushed up 
the tunnel at them. Matthews steeled himself to jump 
without turning to see the slowly assembling mass of 
biggles forming down the hall. They sniffed at the air 
and at each other, always growing closer to the trio 
but in no hurry to reach them. Matthews followed 
Feld through the doorway, recuperated for a moment, 
and then jumped again, out to the far side of the hole. 
Kaufman was close behind, already flying through 


into the room as Matthews tucked and rolled to safety 


and Feld scanned the horizon for signs of snuffling 
proboscises. 

Kaufman leapt, stretched out towards the 
rim, and was caught mid-air as a great snout pierced 
the tunnel, soaring through the air like a rocket with 
its ears streaming gloriously out behind it, kicking up 
miniature tornadoes of debris with their flapping. The 
jaws unhinged and caught hold of him around the 
midsection as the great behemoth plummeted back to 
the ground. 

The earth itself was rumbling, the walls 
quaking, Feld and Matthews scrambling down the 
hallway, doing their to ignore Kaufman’s shrieks as 
the biggle whipped him around in its mouth, batting 
at his limbs until they went sailing away one at a 
time. A forearm, complete with its still desperately 
clutching hand, caught Feld in the back and sent her 
tumbling. The rumbling ceased. 

Hell emptied itself, voided its long and 
intricate bowels into that narrow stretch of hallway. 
With such veracity, such necessity, such insatiable 
loneliness, those forgotten and wayward experiments 
came pouring forth from the depths. Crushing each 
other underfoot, roaring out protest as they used one 
another as footholds or launchpads in order to reach 
the surface. There was no space left in the hole, 


nearly none in the air above either, as waves of 


gargantuan over-muscled beasts shot themselves up 
out of their prison. 

Dozens of them, and maybe hundreds more 
of their smaller kin coalescing in the hall behind 
them, all clambering similarly over themselves, 
scratching and biting and bleeding for a chance at the 
survivors. As Feld and Matthews fled, throwing 
themselves around corners without any care for 
navigation - just for another moment of survival - the 
biggles and the beargles came together, melding into 
a wall of baying mouths and stubby claws and with 
long snoots like speartips jutting out from all sides of 
the canine phalanx. 

Hot breath carrying the aromas of blood and 
oily tuna grew closer every second as the two turned 
corner after corner, desperate to find the exit. The 
horde only grew while their aching legs grew only 
more tired. Some of the puppies took potshots at 
them from behind, careful not to dispatch the runners 
too quickly, to end the chase prematurely, only ever 
catching them in the extremities, knocking gristly 
divots into the outermost edges of their bodies. 

By then hardly able to maintain a brisk jog, 
and with the pulsating wall of dogs behind them 
having slowed to a victorious sashay, the duo realized 
the totality of their ensnarement within the labyrinth. 
Every hall, every doorway, every corner they took, 


was the exact same - too demolished to have retained 


any appreciable sense of familiarity. The walls into 
most rooms having been torn or shot through too 
many times to stand, the craggy holes opening up 
onto identical rooms with only a wide variety of 
stains to distinguish them. The floor always carpeted 
in that same, faintly patterned blue-green, now 
stained an unholy brown. 

When that terrible realization, that they had 
looped back around on themselves, struck Matthews, 
and then Feld, visibly, hardly a second later, it came 
from a tremulous and papery-skinned hand extending 
through one of the doorways ahead of them. As they 
grew near, a face came into view as well. Dr. 
Sanderson, weary eyed and puffy lipped and looking 
quite green, held himself to the doorframe, waving 
his hand and silently flapping his split lips. 

‘Come on, dog fucker!’ Feld shouted, her 
voice strained and cracking. 

Sanderson pushed himself out of the 
doorway and took to a wobbling jog alongside the 
others, wearing only the tattered remains of his lab 
coat. On the occasion he lurched ahead of his 
compatriots, they would have to avoid slipping on the 
globs of leakage running down his inner thighs and 
leaving a trail out behind him. A few of the more 
curious biggles halted in their chase to lap at the 


steaming mixture of blood, excrement, flesh, and 


seminal fluid, but the mass simply roiled over them 
and onwards, unceasing. 

‘So is it silky?’ Matthews managed, nearly 
hyperventilating with each syllable spoken, long 
pauses for breath between each word. 

‘What?’ Sanderson croaked back. 

“You know,’ Matthews, still running as fast 
as his acid-drenched muscles would allow, held a 
bleeding arm down near his crotch and pumped his 
erect fist in and out a few times, ‘Is it?’ 

‘Like you wouldn’t believe.’ Saying this, he 
hocked up a ball of something mucusy and spat it to 
the floor. “Fuck me.’ 

VI 

‘Evacuate. TCARP code 4. Proceed to 
surface elevator. Evacuate. TCARP code 4. Proceed 
to surface elevator. Evacuate.’ said the overhead 
speakers. And then, and chillingly, 

‘Evacuate immediately. TCARP Lockdown 
protocol Epsilon-Five will initiate in exactly three 
minutes. Repeat. Evacuate. Lockdown in three 
minutes. Evacuate.’ 

Matthews was likely the only one amongst 
them who did not fully understand what TCARP 
Lockdown Epsilon-V fully entailed. Certainly, the 
announcement returned some deal of vigor to his 
punctured body, but Feld and Sanderson both pressed 


forward, renewed, animated by the depth of their 


understanding. They knew, had seen first hand, had 
had that hand busied in producing large quantities of 
Sarin!®, or ‘GB’. It would be an uncomfortable death, 
a wheezing, crying death, an inescapable death. 

Feld and Sanderson quickly found 
themselves a ways ahead of Matthews, and were 
slowing their step less with each corner they whipped 
around. Feld urged him along, still not willing to 
divulge too much of the truth, telling him to ‘Come 
on!’ or to ‘Pick it up back there!’ instead. The biggles 
at his heels corralled them forward, their mass 
ever-growing, their eyes bulging, always baying, 
always yipping, almost as though they were 
encouraging the group forward. 

They ran. They pumped their arms and held 
their heads low and ran. Still, biggle puppies rained 
down on them from behind and overhead, boney 
claws raked at their backs, tears and sweat and blood 
and snot all fell as one. Another turn, another 
hallway, another door nobody could be certain 
whether they’d seen before or not. Somewhere, 


everywhere, overhead, the announcement changed 


‘6 Sarin, designated GB (that is, German Group B) by NATO, was first 
synthesized by the Nazi party in B.B 1938. Propan-2-yl 
methylphosphonofluoridate is a phosphorus based toxin that inhibits 
production of neurotransmitters, more specifically 
acetylcholinesterase (AChEI). AChEI is used by the body to break 
down another neurotransmitting enzyme, acetylcholine, which is 
primarily responsible for sending stimulation signals to the muscle. 
With the loss of important AChEls, ACh is left to build up within the 
synaptic cleft (essentially a junction point through which neurons are 
able to send signals both to each other and to other tissues within the 
body). This means that any stimulation signal sent to the muscle will 
not be terminated by AChEI and will go on indefinitely, leading to 
spasms, seizures, asphyxiation, and death. 


from ‘three minutes’ to ‘two minutes’ to ‘one minute’ 
as the trio shot themselves madly through the maze. 
Ahead of them, emerging from the thick 
cloud of pulverized detritus hanging in the air inch by 
inch, the arched doorway leading out to cubicle area 
one. Beyond that, just the short connective hallway, 
and then the cubicle area, the offices, and the 
elevator. Relief washed over the group in a visible 
wave, their shoulders slackening and strides widening 
along with their grins. They all but threw themselves 
into the hallway, stumbling and pushing into each 
other as they sprinted with fully restored energy. 
Cubicle area one was another battered 
wasteland, and as the trio of survivors sprinted 
headlong across the devastation, biggles poured out 
behind them en masse. Snoots from some of the 
weaker biggles remained jutting through the concrete 
wall, sniffing sadly at the air as their larger or 
stronger kin ripped past them. All three were ecstatic 
to have wrenched themselves free from the 
labyrinth’s grip, but their joy was short-lived. 
‘Initiating TCARP Lockdown Protocol 
Epsilon-Five. Any remaining personnel, prepare for 
release of nerve agent.’ The overhead announcement 
chirped, its tone of voice remaining neutral, 
impersonal. 
Feld was the closest to the exit when the 


doors started to slide shut one at a time, beginning 


with those closest to the elevator, the uncaring slabs 
of metal descending down from the ceiling swiftly 
and methodically. She was the first then, the first to 
behold what stood waiting in the last doorway, what 
reached one enormous paw skyward and caught the 
emergency door on its tracks with a haughty snuffle. 

She fell to her knees, out of either fear or out 
of worship. It is difficult to tell, for there is truly little 
difference between the two. Matthews and Sanderson 
were soon at either of her flanks, still standing but 
gazing upward with slack jaws and unbelieving eyes. 
From above the decimated ceiling tiles, an oily mist 
began to rain down, coating their skin and steaming 
up from the ground. 

With ease, the thing in the doorway tore the 
emergency shutter away and flung it across the room. 
The lead slab went crashing through a far wall and 
buried itself somewhere in the earth beyond. Only 
then did the survivors turn to survey the rest of the 
room. All along the walls a throng of biggles 
churned, standing on their hindlimbs and pushing 
close together, leering over one another like 
gladiatorial spectators, baying and yipping and 
thrusting oversized paws into the air. 

The klaxons had gone silent, as well as the 
repeating announcement. There was only the sound 


of labored or excited breathing and the thrum of the 


misters letting down their poison. Feld was the first 
to speak. 

‘T think... I think they want us to duel.’ 

The biggles all around roared in agreement, 
the behemoth waiting for them beat its chest. Again, 
they fell into silence, turning their faces up and 
letting the nerve agent run down their cheeks. 

‘I should do it.’ Sanderson said, heaving a 
sigh. ‘This is all my fault, if someone has to fight 
that- that thing it should be me.’ 

Another cry of agreement from the 
spectators. Matthews and Feld turned to look at the 
old man. 

‘What?’ they both replied. 

Sanderson stood more upright, rolling his 
shoulders and massaging the nape of his neck. ‘This 
is all my fault,’ he said again, ‘The outbreak, I mean. 
I wasn’t there, but I know it was my fault. I told that 
idiot McDonagh about, well,’ 

‘Out with it, dog fucker, we have, at most, 
ten minutes before we all die choking on our own 
throats.’ Feld snapped. 

‘I told him, told several of the researchers 
but I didn’t think he’d be a big enough idiot to do it 
in 2.1, told him that if you dose the dogs up with 
methohexital, you could momentarily let them off the 


restraints so you could, well- 


‘So you could dick ’em down in all new 
positions? What, doggy wasn’t enough for you?’ 

‘In so many words, yes.’ 

The biggles, growing impatient, started to 
press in towards the group, shunting them closer to 
the throbbing tower of flesh that was their challenger. 
One of the spectating biggles yipped, tossed 
something over to the trio that clattered metallically 
against the debris by their feet. 

The beast waiting to set upon them was 
easily twice the size of any of Kaufman’s ‘Beargles’, 
its hulking frame nearly overfilling the ten-foot 
doorway and its head craning out into the cubicle 
area. Its entire body shone ruby red, skinned, the 
exposed muscles undulating with — each 
microadjustment, glossy bone protruding where the 
muscle had been shaved too far down. 

It was armored, bedraped in not the skins of 
its slain, but in their bodies. Their crushed, mangled 
bodies, lashed with great oily ropes around the torso, 
the impaled bodies of researchers stacked atop one 
another making up its greaves and pauldrons. Its face 
was totally obscured, layered over with maybe a half 
dozen stretched and contorted human skins that 
draped over its shoulders like a robe. 

The baying of the spectators morphed, 


changed, took on the texture of speech. Useless, 


open-mouthed vowels transitioning almost 
unnoticeably from ‘OO’ to ‘DO’ or to ‘GO’ 

Glancing down to where the clatter had 
come from, Sanderson found a scalpel outfitted with 
a nearly vestigial #15 blade, no longer than the last 
joint of a pinkie finger. All around, the baying grew 
to cacophonous volume, insistent, demanding. Their 
challenger pumped first one arm, and then the other, 
firing each paw downward like a great piston 
springing to life, before raising them into an expert 
boxer’s guard. Sanderson knelt and snatched up the 
scalpel, and the crowd roared as the two combatants 
threw themselves at one another.” 

Select Audience Q&A with Dr. C. Craig. 

[A round of applause goes up around the 
room. ] 

“Thank you, thank you all, I’m sure we all 
know the history past that point.” Professor Craig 
said laughingly, gesturing to an arrangement of three 
human skins behind him. 

[Audience question: So, Doctor Craig, 
which one’s which? ] 

“From right to left, Researcher Feld, CPS 
Matthews, and then Doctor Sanderson. If you look 
closely, you can see the stitches where our talented 
conservationists had to reassemble Mr. Sanderson 


from pieces recovered at USIG-7.” 


[AQ: Doctor Craig, has there been a 
discovery so far as to the reason USIG’s nerve 
agent proved ineffective against biggles?] 

“Now this is a very interesting question. To 
my knowledge, there hasn’t been a definitive answer 
found thus far, despite countless rounds of testing. 
However, the general consensus at this time seems to 
be that due to the variety of changes introduced to the 
beagles’ RNA, an unforeseen genetic mutation 
occurred and somehow reduced the effectiveness of 
organophosphate poisons. My apologies if this does 
not answer your question.” 

[AQ: Professor, why the focus on 
Matthews and the CPS team, instead of on the 
actions of more, I suppose, senior members of 
staff? ] 

“Ah, yes, a fair enough question. It must 
seem a tad odd, but I believe these insights are highly 
valuable and somewhat underrepresented by my 
fellow historians and scientists. In addition, the three 
skins you see behind me belonged to a few of the 
only USIG employees who were not subjugated 
before the shutters fell. Quite an impressive 
achievement, if you were to ask me.” 

[AQ: Were there any survivors then? 
What happened to them? ] 

“To your first question, yes. There were a 


number of administrative and clerical workers who 


were able to evacuate before the outbreak reached 
that portion of campus. I will say, not many did, but 
there were some. We are unsure of their whereabouts 
now.” 

[AQ: Professor Craig, why linger on such 
a brutal happening? Surely there are more 
important efforts to pursue than wallowing in 
long-passed history? (Prof. Craig wishes it be 
noted that following this question a round of 
knowing snickers went around the audience.)] 

“Now, now. Let us not detest the 
unknowing, it is no fault of their own, of course. 
Young lady, allow me to answer your question thusly 
and without further comment: our history must be 
cruel so that we may know kindness, and this cruelty 
must be retold so as to not be forgotten, so that we 
may never slip maliciously into the ways of our 


would-be tormentors.” 


